tones Labours loft. 

Thine in the dearejl dejigne of induftrie* 

Don Adriano de Arina; ho. 

Thus doft thou heare the Ncmcan Lion roar?, 

Gainft thee thou Lsmbc that (landed as his pray ; 

Submiftiue fail bis princely fe et before, 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 

Butifthouftnuc )poorc foulc) what art thou then? 
Foodefor his ragc,repafturefor his den. 

<j)u. What pluroe of fcarhersis he that indited this Letter f 
VVJiac vcinc ? What Wethcrcocke .? Did you euer heare better? 
Boy 1 am much deceiued, but I remember the ftiie. 

Slf- El 1 eyour memory is b ad, going ore it ere while. 

Boy. This zsfrmado is a Spaniard that keepcs here in court' 
A Phantafime a Monorcho,and one that makes fport 
To the Prince and his Booke-matcs. 

Qf/, Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter ? 

Clow. I told you my Lord, 

Qu. T o whom fhould’lf thou giuc it; * 

(flow. From my Lordtomy Lady. 

From which Lord, to which Lady. \ 

C/o. From my Lord Berowne a good mailer of mine' 1 
To a Lady of France K t\at he call'd Rof aline. 

Thou hall miilaken his Letter.Gome Lords away. 
Heere f'weet, put vp this, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt, 
Bey. Who is the Ihooter? Who is the (hooter ? 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continents Beautie. 

Rofa. Why (he that beares the Bow. Finely put off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marrie, 

Hang me by the neckc, if homes that yeare mifearrie. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then,! am thefnootcr. 

Boy. And who is your Deare ? 

Ao fa. Jfwecboofeby the hornesjour felfe come not neare. 
Finely put on mdeedc, 

Y °S^ ffnngtewich her Boyet, and (lie (hikes at 
u*CLfow# ~~ 


tones Labour s loft. 


Bo jet. Butfec-her fclfe is hit lower. 

~ ^ chAl (come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 
« r ranee was a little boy, - .ouch»g 

thC ij" r ; So I may anfwerethee withone as oid that was a wo- 
man when Q^cne Cjumoucroi Brittaine wasalutk wench, a* 

' 0U ^ 8 Thoucmft not hit it,hk it, hit it. 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot t v x if 

And I cannot, another can. *' 

Clo. By my troth mod pleafant, how both did fit it. 

Mar. A markemaruellouswellflioc, forthey both did hit . 

£oy.\ Mark,0 raarkc but that marker markc fayes my Lady* 
Let the marke hauc a pricke in’t, to meat at , if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,y faith your hand is out. 
C/o.Indeedc a’muftftioote nearer, or heele ne’re hit the clout. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 

C low. Then will (he get the vp(ho®t by cleauing the is in. 

CM a. Come, come, you talkegreafily, your lips growfoule* 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 

Ifeare too much rubbing : good night my good Oule* 
Clo. By my foulc a Swaine, a moft (imple Clowne. 
6>rd,Lord,how theLadics and I haue put him downe. 

Q my troth moft iweetiefts, moft income vulgar wit, 

When it comes foTmoothly off,fo oblcenely ,as it were fo fit* 
Armathor ath to the fide, O a moft dainty man. 

To fee him walke before a Lady, andtobeare her Fan. 

To fee hirakifle his hand, and how moft fweecly a will fweaic * 
And hisPage at other fide, that handfull of wit. 

Ah heauens, it is moft patheticall nit. 

Sowla,fowla. * Exeunt* 

Shoote with him* 

EntcrDuIl, Holofernes, the Ted ant and Nathaniel. 

Nat, Very reucrcnt fport trudy , and done in the teftimonX 
^fa good conference, , 

- > n Ed 
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